Chapter Sixty-six
THE SOLEMN SACRIFICE
His breast is filled with a thousand griefs.
The sun seems to hang over the tree-tops
Green leaves give shade and Spring has come
The grass grows thick and the oriole sings.
He cannot hear her dainty footsteps
The music of her voice comes to him only in dream
The mountain masses beyond the gate
Cannot bar the way to sorrow.
H
SI-MEN CH'ING was drinking wine with Uncle
Wu, Ying Po-chtteh and the others'. He said to Han
Tao-kuo: "When will the boats be ready to start?
We must see about getting the goods packed up."
"Yesterday," Han Tao-kuo said, "I had word to say that
the boats will sail on the twenty-fourth."
"After the twentieth we will have everything made ready,"
H$i-m£n Ch'ing said. r
"Who is going this time?" Po-chueh asked.
"Three in all," Hsi-mSn told him. "I propose that Ts'ui
shall come back first next year with a cargo of merchandise
from Hang-chou. Han Tao-kuo and Lai Pao are going on to
Sung-chiang and elsewhere to buy cloth. We have silk enough
already in store."
"Really you are a wonderful manager," Po-chiieh said.
"The proverb says: A good business-man must think of
everything."
It was now the first night-watch. Uncle Wu rose. "Brother-
in-law," he said, "you have been working very hard lately
and we have all had quite enough to drink. I think we ought
to leave you to rest."
Hsi-m6n Ch'ing would not hear of their going. He ordered
the young actors to pour out wine and sing more songs. But
after three more cups of wine or so, they went away.
Hsi-men Ch'ing offered six ch'iens of silver to the four
young actors, but they declined the money. "We came on the
instructions of his Excellency," they said. "We have done no
more than our duty. How can we accept a present from you?"
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